'What lamas do you mean?9
Tve got some Tangut lamas with my squadron  I picked
them up on their way back from Lhassa  In Tibet, you
know' Tubanov waved his hand vaguely towards the
horizon  cBetween ourselves/ he went on, 'they're regular
wizards They can bump a man off at a distance better than
a machine-gun, and they can foretell the future from
now till the end of the world, and even after'
Ungern said nothing  Tubanov thought better of it
'It really doesn't matter,' he said
'Yes, it matters a lot' The Baron stared at him, very
much interested  'Well, go on1 What were you going
to say? What do they want, these lamas of yours?'
The lamas insisted upon their ritual They didn't ap-
prove of starting a battle without consulting the oracles
That's a good one, isn't it?' said Tubanov He and
the Baron had ndden aside from the track They watched
the field-guns going past, drawn by little Mongol horses
which wouldn't wear shoes
'They're  quite  right,*   replied  Ungern  A  flood  of
memories overwhelmed him  He stroked his marc's flanks
nervously with his whip  It was unpardonable of him
He had betrayed tradition  But his luck held  Tradition
had come to meet him of its own accord
'Division, halt1' he shouted
The command re-echoed along the column   Gunners
hauled at traces, wheels sank in the snow, and the column
came to a standstill  Rezukhin galloped up to the Baron
*We're halting, General,' said the Baron Titch camp'
Tubanov stared at the men dismounting, the rifles
being piled, the machine-guns which stood out against
the snow, as clearly as dead branches
'Between ourselves      ' he began  He did not finish
his sentence
The lamas had donned their ceremonial costumes  They
formed a circle round a black goat, which was pinioned
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